My origin story


I sat down on the couch, hopelessly staring at the ceiling. Every possibility of what could go wrong was whirring through my head. 
“What if they all laugh at me?” I thought “Maybe I’ll fall over in front of everyone!”
All the ‘what ifs’ and ‘maybes’ took over me but there was no space for joy or excitement. My mum tried to assure me that everything would be just fine, she said I might even have fun. I tried to build up the courage to get off the couch, but the fear was clinging to me like a parasite. I waddled my little toddler legs out the door and into the car.
“You'll be fine, just give it a go.” my mum said, “I’m sure you'll make lots of friends.”

We were halfway through the car ride, and I was daydreaming about the coming day. I thought to myself “Hopefully everything will be just fine.” until it wasn't. I looked down and noticed something was missing, my bag. I was so busy trying to build up the courage to go that I had forgotten the only thing I was supposed to remember. I thought that I should wait until my mum noticed, but I couldn’t hold it in any longer. A puddle of tears started to roll out of my eyes uncontrollably.
“Aw, it’s ok, it’s only the first day of school,” my mum said calmly
“No, it’s not that, I forgot my bag!” I said with a river of tears rolling down my face. After a few minutes of crying and shouting I finally got my mum to turn around.

My mum didn't say a single word to me, she just sat there, twitching her eyes and whispering things under her breath. I thought my forgetting my bag was a sign that today would go worse than I imagined. I suddenly fell into that pit of fear and a wave of bad thoughts hit me like the Red Sea. We finally got to the house, I could tell my mum was angry because she kept shaking her head and gripping the steering wheel.
“Go grab it then!” my mum shouted

I walked out of the car, grabbed my bag, and walked back. We were about twenty minutes but that wasn’t the main thing on my mind. A single tear rolled down my cheek.
“Why does this have to happen on my first day?” I asked
“I think it’s just bad luck, I’m sure the rest of the day will be a piece of cake.” my mum assured 
She patted me on the head and held my little hand.

“We’re almost there so no turning back now.”

I saw the school's gigantic gates and even bigger playground. Seeing all of that didn’t help one bit, all it did was remind me of the day to come. I stepped out of the car and walked my way to reception, holding my mum’s hand tighter than ever. I stepped through the big white doors and waved goodbye to my mum. A tall woman walked me to my classroom and opened the door. All eyes shot to me.
“Hello you must be M, take a seat.” a voice said
It was my teacher, Mrs C. I walked to my seat and sat down quietly.I was sat next to two girls, W and R.
“You have nice hair.” W said
“Whats your name?” R asked while eating pencil
“M” I said
“Wanna sit with us at lunch?” W asked
“Um sure” I stuttered
These two aren’t the brightest but they might be the only way I will survive

